ABOUT HIM 


CONFESSIONAL THOUGHTS 


Chapter 1: 
The Questions You Can’t Ignore 


You've been holding onto these questions for a while now, turning them 
over in your mind, hoping for clarity. And no, this isn’t one of those late- 
night, emotional spirals you can blame on too much wine or anything like 
that. This is real. These thoughts have been simmering inside you, and 
now they’re rising to the surface. You’ve always believed that when 
you're in love, it should be mutual. It should feel like both hearts are 
beating to the same rhythm. But lately, you’ve been unsure. 


You're not oblivious to the damage you've caused, the ways in which 
you've hurt the person you love. You admit it openly, and strangely 
enough, there’s peace in that honesty. You know you’ve messed up. But 
that doesn’t change the fact that you love them. You’re a pleaser—it’s 
what you do when your heart is involved. You want to give everything, do 
everything, be everything for them. 


It’s who you are: emotional, sensitive, maybe even a little intense. But 
you don’t see that as a weakness. It’s just how you love. You’d do 
anything for them, and you know they’ve done more for you than anyone 
else ever has. That’s why you love them so fiercely, so deeply. But here’s 
the thing: if they aren’t happy anymore—if the things you’ve done have 
shifted something inside them—you don’t want them to stay out of some 
sense of obligation. 


You want to share this life with them, this long, winding marathon of a life. 
But you know that’s just how you feel. Love makes you dream of a future 
together, but you also know that love is complicated, messy, and doesn’t 
always look the same for everyone. You’re not afraid to admit that. If this 
is how you love, so be it—vulnerable, open, maybe even a little foolish at 
times. But it’s you. 


What’s harder to admit is that you don’t really know if they feel the same 
anymore. The energy has changed. You sense it in the quiet moments, in 
the space that now seems to exist between you. All you want is for them 
to be happy, even if that happiness isn’t with you. And while you’d love 
nothing more than for them to keep giving you chances, you can’t be 


selfish. You’ve reached a point where you understand that love can’t be 
forced, and not every kind of love is meant to last forever. 


Chapter 2: 


The Silence Between You 


Every day, you wake up wondering what’s going on beneath the surface. 
You’re happy with them, or at least you think you are. But something feels 
different. The connection that once flowed effortlessly between you now 
feels strained, like there’s an unspoken tension you can’t quite put your 
finger on. And the worst part? You’re afraid to bring it up, scared that 
saying the wrong thing will push them further away. 


You’ve never claimed to be perfect, but you’ve always been willing to try, 
to keep your heart open and give this relationship everything you’ve got. 
And now, all you want is to know—really know—that they’re with you 
because they want to be, not because they feel like they have to be. You 
need that reassurance, that understanding that you’re not just someone 
they’re settling for. 


You respect them too much to argue, to push back against how they feel. 
Whatever they say, you'll accept it without resistance. But still, you need 
to know if you can make them happy. That’s what matters to you—their 
happiness, their peace of mind. You don’t want to be the source of their 
stress or confusion. You want to be the reason they smile, not the reason 


they sigh. 


And so, you find yourself in this place of uncertainty. You love them, that 
much is clear. You'll always love them, no matter what happens next. But 
as the days pass, you can’t help but wonder if love is enough. If the 
silence between you will fade, or if it’s the beginning of an inevitable 
goodbye. Whatever happens, you're ready to face it. You just hope that, 
in the end, the love you’ve shared will guide you both to the place you’re 
meant to be—together or apart. 


Chapter 3: 


The Weight of Misunderstanding 


You try to understand. You really do. But at the end of the day, the only 
things that make sense to you are the things you can see and feel—the effort 
that’s put in, the engagement, the little signs of love that show up in 
everyday actions. You’ve spent years trying to decipher what love looks like 
from someone who claims they’ve been in love with you all along. And yet, 
the reality you’re faced with feels far from that. 


You don’t see yourself as a bad man. You’ve been open, you’ve been honest, 
and you’ve tried to be the best version of yourself, even when things got 
hard. But in the back of your mind, there’s this gnawing doubt—a feeling that 
maybe you were never the right fit, that maybe you were someone they 
couldn’t handle from the start. You wonder if they didn’t wait for things to 
fall apart, but instead, always knew you’d mess it up in the end. 


It stings, this realization that perhaps you were destined to fail from the 
beginning. A man, after all, often shows his love in all the wrong ways. It’s 
messy, it’s imperfect, and it requires a patient heart to guide him through. 
But you tried, you really did. You gave them everything they asked for: you 
slowed down, you stopped drinking, you even went through with the divorce 
that seemed like a necessary step. You distanced yourself, didn’t overwhelm 
them, and instead waited quietly, hoping for their touch, a hug, some sign of 
affection that never quite came. You’ve been surviving on scraps of 
connection, taking whatever you could get. 


But deep down, you know they deserve more. They deserve excitement, 
passion, a fire in their life that you can’t seem to give. And maybe you were 
never the one they really loved, at least not in the way you believed. That’s a 
truth you’re slowly coming to terms with, no matter how much it hurts. 


Chapter 4: 


The Silent Struggle 


Support—that’s all you ever wanted. Someone who would stand by you the 
way you stood by them, someone who could meet your vulnerability with 
understanding. You weren’t asking for much, just a shoulder to lean on when 
things got tough. But that support never really came, not in the way you 
needed it. Instead, the pain between you both was buried in silence, 
unspoken but always present. 


You tried to fight against it, to break through that silence, to show that it’s 
Okay to be weak sometimes, that it’s okay to ask for help. But eventually, you 
understood something: there’s no point in being vulnerable when the person 
you’re opening up to has nothing left to give. They made you believe that you 
had them, that they were there for you. But now you realize their focus was 
always elsewhere. Something else had their attention, something more 
important, and you were left in the shadows. 


As a friend, you just wanted the truth. You didn’t need the lies, the false 
reassurances. Sometimes, people do things they don’t want to do just to 
patch things up for a little while, to make it easier for everyone. But you’re 
tired of temporary fixes. You’re tired of pretending everything is fine when 
it’s not. The truth, as painful as it may be, is the only thing that makes sense 


anymore. 


Chapter 5: 


The Realization of Loss 


It wasn’t until you lost everything that you understood the depth of what you 
had lost with them. The love, the connection—it all slipped through your 
fingers, and only then did you fully realize what was gone. In hindsight, the 
mistakes you made were real, not because you were trying to push them 
away, but because they came from a place of honesty. You made those 
mistakes because what you felt was real. And yet, despite all of that, they 
never truly believed you. 


You know what you know, and that’s all you have left now. You always 
wanted them, only them, and that’s a truth that will never change. But the 
love you had wasn’t enough to keep them, and now, as you stand here, 
you’ve come to a final understanding. 


You love them. You’re not angry, not bitter, just... resigned 


Chapter 6: 


Trying to Understand You 


You’ve known me for years. You’ve seen all my flaws, my imperfections. You 
know my story better than anyone, yet somehow it feels like you don’t get 
me at all. It’s like you’ve chosen to treat me differently than everyone else. 
I’ve tried so hard to prove to you that I love you, to show you in every way 
that I care. And | swear | do. But lately, | can’t help but wonder what’s really 
going on with you. Who’s hurting you? What are you going through that 
makes you push me away like this? 


I! know I’m not perfect, but I’m not a bad man. I’ve done everything I can to 
be a good man, especially for you. | wanted to be the right man for you, but it 
feels like you don’t see me that way. There’s no passion, no love, nothing 
from you. I’m starting to believe that you actually want me to leave. Maybe 
you’re just waiting for me to walk away so you can pin it on me, so you don’t 
have to feel responsible. 


It’s like you hate men, and I don’t know why. I didn’t do anything to deserve 
this from you. Why do you treat me so badly? Why do you ignore me, make 
me feel small, like | don’t matter? You take guesses at what I’m thinking or 
feeling, but you’re always wrong because you never ask me. There’s no 
conversation between us anymore, just silence. I’ve treated you with love and 
respect, tried to be there for you in the way a man should be for a woman. 
But I get nothing back. 


You always have an excuse for why I’m wrong, but you never seem to see 
when I’m right. You disrespected me that day in therapy—talking to other 
men outside like it didn’t matter, like it wasn’t a big deal. It hurt, and it made 
me question everything, but somehow I’m the one who’s wrong in your eyes. 
You know what you did, but you turn it on me. 


You’re breaking my heart. You said you were in love with me, but it feels like 
a lie now. I love you, | really do, but it’s becoming clear that you don’t want 
my kind of love. Maybe you never did. And all | wanted was to love you, 
because you made me believe that you were different, that if | gave you my 
heart, I’d get love in return. But | was wrong. 


You don’t care about me the way | thought you did. And I can feel the 
difference. We used to talk about everything. We used to have something 
real, but now... there’s something else going on with you, something you’re 
not telling me. And I’m left standing here, trying to understand why. 


Chapter 7: 


The Breaking Point 


! loved you, with all my heart. But I can’t keep living like this, feeling like I’m 
not worthy of your love. I’ve given you everything I have, yet you still make 
me feel like | don’t deserve to be loved in return. You’ve let me love you, but 
you’ve never made me feel loved back. And I’m done pretending that doesn’t 
hurt. 


I’m breaking down. As much as I’ve tried to hide it, as much as I’ve tried to 
be strong, | can’t take it anymore. I’m a grown man, and here | am, crying 
over you. But who cares, right? You certainly don’t. You just keep doing what 
you’re doing, living your life as if my pain doesn’t exist. 


You don’t want me because you think I’m trying to act perfect. That’s just an 
excuse, a way to justify the way you treat me. I’ve never claimed to be 
perfect. I’ve only ever tried to be a man—a real man—who loves you the way 
you deserve to be loved. And you know what? I deserve better than this. | 
deserve to be loved back, to be treated with respect, but you don’t seem to 
believe that. You don’t believe that I love you, and that’s why we’re here. 


Your pride is too strong, and it’s killing us. How could you break me like this? 
I gave you everything, and in return, you’ve torn me apart. | said | would give 
you a real effort, that | would love you differently, better. And I have. But 
somehow, I’m still the one who’s wrong. I’m still the one who’s “too perfect” 
to deserve love and respect. That’s bullshit, and you know it. 


I’m done. I can’t do this anymore. I’ve changed so much for you, tried to be 
the man you needed, but why? What was the point if all | get in return is 
pain? You’ve hurt me in ways | can’t even describe, and I’ve tried to suck it 
up, to be strong for you, but I can’t be strong all the time. I’m not invincible. 


You have no idea how much you hurt me, day after day. And still, I try. I try 


because | love you, but I can’t keep doing this. | can’t keep pretending that 
everything’s fine when it’s not. I’m not strong enough for that. 


I’m broken now. Completely. And it’s because of you. 


